
rheHiBaiytf l^ngUArl 

Xs pra^ifciOnely giuc me ray feruant foorth ; 

Tell tlic Duke and’s wifc,Ilc fpeake with them 
Now prcfemly,bid thcqj^mc forth and hearc me, 

Or at their chamber doore lie bcate the drum, 

Tillitcryfleepc to death. * 

would haue all well betwixt you. 
ic<ir.O my heart ! my hearth 

foole. Cry to it Nunckle, as the Cockney did to the Eelet 
when Iheput them vp i*thpafiealiue,flierapt vra athcoxcombs 
with a fticke,and cryed do wne wantons, downe; twashetbro 
iber,that in pure kindneffe to his horle,butterd his hay. 
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enter Luke and Reg4», 

Z,e<ir.Good morrow to you both, 

Haile to your Grace, 
am glad to fee your Highneflc, 

Lear.J\egm,\ thinke you are, I know what reafon 
I haue to thinke fo ; if thou fliouldft not be glad, 

I would diuorce me from thy mothers toombe * 
Sepulchring an adultercflc,yea,are you free ? * . 

Some other time for that.Beloued Hegan, 

Thy fitter is naught,© Regan the hath tied 
Sharpe tooth’d vnkindneife.like a vulture heere. 

I can fcarfe fpeake to thee,thou’t not belceue. 

Of how depriued a quality,0 T^gan, 

J^eg.I pray fir take patience,! haue hope 
You lelTe know how to value her defers 
Then (he to ttacke her duty, * 

Lear My curfes on her, 
ur,you arc olde. 

Nature on you ttands on the very verge of her Confide, 
You ttiould be ruled and led by fbrae diferetion, 
Thatdifeernes your ftate better then you your felfe. 
Therefore I pray,that to our fitter you do make rettme^ 
Say you haue wrongd her fir. 

Lear.KiVft her forgiueneffe. 

Do you markehow this becomes the houfe f 
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T^je JJilitry »f King Lear, 

Dearc daughter,! confette that 1 am old, 

Agcisvnneceffary,onmy kneesibeg. 

That you’l vouchlafe me rayment^fed and food. 

Reg.Goodi fir no more,thefe are vnfightly tricks, 

Rcturnc you to my fitter. 

Lear.Ho Regan, 

she bath abated me of halferay trainc, 

Lookt backe vpon me,ftroke me withher tongue, 

Mott fcrpcnt-likc vpon the very heart. 

All the ftot’d vengeances of heauen fall on her ingratefull top. 
Strike her young bones, you taking aires with lamnclfc, 
D«l^.Fie,fiefir. 

If<w. You nimble lightnings dart your blinding flames 
Into her fcornfull eics,infc£l her beauty. 

You Fen fuckt fog$,drawneby the powerfull Sunne, 

To fall and blatt her pride. 

Reg.O the blett Gods,fo will you wifh on me. 

When the rafti mood 

LearMo Regan,i\\o\x flialt neucr haue my curfe. 

The tender Hefted nature (hall not giuc thee ore 
To harflines.hcr eics are fiercc,but thine do comfort & not burn 
Tis not in thee to grudge my pleafures.to cut off my traine. 

To bandy hafty words,to leant my fices, 

And in conclunon,to oppofe the bolt 
Againft my comming in,thou better knoweft 
The offices ofnature,bond of child-hood j 
Effeitts of curtcficjdues of gratitude. 

Thy halfe of the kingdome,haft thounot forgot 
Wherein 1 thee endowed. 

^ty.Good fir to the purpofci ^ 

Lf<ir. Who put m y man i’th ttockes ? i 

What trumpets that ? 

inter Stereard: 

.1 know’t roy fitters, this approues her letters. 

That flic would foonebe here, is your Lady come } 

Ltar.TiAs is aflauc,whofe eafic borrowed ptide. 

E,3 Dwds 
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